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You're Unemployed After the Buyout, And I Think of the Alhambra 
The Moors knew the end was close when they 
refashioned their palace, using ordinary plaster. 
For the filigree stucco, masons worked their tallow 
fingers just until they had fabricated a moment 
of delicacy out of bulk. 
On cold nights with the enemy hearkening, they sewed 
poorly stuffed almohadas with bad seams because 
they knew the throne would stay unseated. Painters 
rubbed hurried azulejos and dadoes onto the walls. 
All of this to hide the inevitable. How impossibly 
close to ruin they were. Christians in the eaves with 
gilded icons ready to conquer the veined pink 
marble. The very architecture of the mosque 
to be taken into the folds of Mary's robe. 
So you come home from your company 
dismissed and a little drunk, but otherwise 
unharmed. Freed of history, even, and the seven 
hundred years of your occupation. You dance 
around with false castanets. Your declining empire, 
just as decadent, as deceiving, in its final months 
with napped leather in the elevators 
and zealous promises for expansion. 
Yes, these yellow cellophane folds 
around the fruit basket form the gilded altar 
of another age of not belonging. It has arrived 
and we cannot say we didn't know. But this moment 
of wooden grace will linger . Your mind will recall 
arabesques always. And "Let go" will hardly 
say what you are, even standing in line 
at the unemployment office. 
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Airport Concourse At Night 
In the next bank of seats, a famous food 
critic clips his toenails onto the floor. 
There. He has the way to avoid chatter. 
About the movie that brought us here 
too staticky, then not at all, if we slept. 
It was, we think, about a homecoming. 
We travellers are washed out, 
leached from the inside like dried gourds. 
In the chiseled silence we take stock 
of what remains. Rattling tins 
of peppermints. Tribunes, Times gutted 
of their news. Packets of powdered creamer. 
and moist towelettes. The little things 
to float us through. 
I dodge dirges of conversation with 
my seat mate to watch a fly, plaguish 
and damp in the comer of the sealed window. 
Planes take off like awkward birds. Tentative 
in the rain. The air must be cold. 
Colder than before. Winds from 
the engines die in the bright density of grass, 
like fur. I look long at the moon -- papery 
adjunct to the runway of flooded asphalt. 
Somewhere is the direction home 
with no sort of path that flies directly 
up the needled walk. From the floor to the 
mouth of the trash bin, the critic adds 
his sharp toenails, pinches of salt. 
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Goldilocks and the Baby Bear Lover 
Her bed. 
The one she was given 
at the beginning of her stay 
on the continent 
is so soft it makes her back 
bland. 
The other bed, 
of her bear lover, is so hard 
her ribs stay sore for days. 
Her breasts slumped 
like flattened plums against 
the sheets. His bed, flat thing, 
may as well be the floor. 
Her skin is itchy sore 
from his beard. He has perused her 
like a cartographer. Offers her 
inviting things laced into 
the porridge. His body is red glass, 
a tight sharp wall seeded with shards 
to keep her out. 
He talks her into a new sweater, 
into a new rocking chair. Selling her a horse. 
Selling her sleepy, selling her 
fast and on the sly. 
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My Friend Leaves Unburdened of Her News 
Tonight, you've taken off again 
toward home. I press my face 
against the aquarium. The surface 
curdles with tiny clover leaf algae. 
You've given me your tearful news. 
His call girl. Your church-going. 
Our smelt eating all the way through. 
Now, the points of water between 
the algae, shine like foil dimes. So 
fragile a currency. Expendable really. 
A sheaf of bills. Think of the quiet 
without him dropping the Cop co, 
just for effect. The room silent 
after his computer. 
That tiny rook around 
your neck. The woody smell 
of your perfume. The skin of memory 
is yielding. One second it curves, 
Next it flattens and forgets. I dip 
my finger in the water. The algae 
leaves a clingy ring. I feel that Sunday 
like a scar he left me 
Rubbing snails from the mirrored 
walls. Guppies skittered nervous 
around my arm. When he goes 
even the fridge can haunt. 
Its gamey expiration 
dates on food you'd never eat. 
Until he becomes your algae 
eater. Long after the passing 
of the guppies and kissing fish, 
he lingers. 
5 
Nuremburg, 1992: Watershed and Breakwaters 
They are all cousins, those whose 
connection to us can't directly 
be explained without charts. Or visits. 
Heiner, my retired professor cousin 
is older than my father. 
Beyond this, I had made 
the visit to discover. This pocket 
of family, this 
inherited correspondence. 
All distance, land and blood, between us, 
and still he's the closest I've been 
to a record-keeper. 
From his strict chronology, he hands me 
a photo album. The pictures are black, 
white, and cornered in place 
on communion wafer pages. Webbed 
cellophane, like peeling skin 
keeps the pages from sticking. 
Heiner chuckles, tells stories. His 
blue-eyed gaze spills light to places 
where I feel only dark -- Semitic -
in this house of Glokenspiels, Nordic 
blue, beveled flatware, and crucifixes. 
His mother joined two branches 
of our family: One Christian, the other not. 
She was an opera singer, 
he says. She taught piano. Brief stint 
in the burlesque where she changed 
her name from Israel to something 
stage-y (that does not translate 
well, he assures with a tightened smile). 
His mother 
did not approve of the Orthodox. 
The religion, she thought, would be 
forgotten, or at least watered over 
in ten years. She married a Protestant. 
In the war this brought her certain luxuries: 
the absence of the star on her 
tailored sleeve, her life. 
The facing page in the album shows 
the singer with her back to the camera. 
And sky in the photo is just gray 
showering through ragged walls. 
She walks down a narrow street 
along tracks~ lodes of metal, 
that insist on a horizon. 
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She wears a dark shimmery skirt. From behind 
she looks girdled. High, wedged sandals 
with delicate ribbons that criss-cross 
up her calves. Her head is tilted 
down like a circus performer 
-- a high wire walker 
Red sequins surprise the eye by piercing 
from such a distance. The collective gasp 
as she looks out into our one dark face. 
Bewildered coin of her face 
seeing nothing but her toe pointed 
at the next step. Chunks of rock 
as big as breakwaters surround her. 
Clearing the tragic from the ordinary, 
the pebbles from the blonde lentils. 
He takes the album from my lap. 1945. 
A long time before you, Heiner says. 
The coffee he hands me 
is a strong opaque elixir. 
I swallow and breathe. 
Swallow, swallow, and breathe. 
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Foreign and Domestic 
It could be that my husband's car accident is my fault, but of course he won't 
say this. I'd parked in the yellow zone. "I'll just be a minute," I told him as I went in 
to pay for the gas. He waited outside and read. He was to teach a class in the 
afternoon, which he missed. I was choosing drinks standing in front of the cooler 
thinking if Michael would prefer lemonade or iced tea. I tapped on the glass to get 
his attention, when I saw the brown Ford come up fast behind him, nosing like an 
overgrown dog, up the behind of our Suburu. He won't blame me for anything. "It 
just happens," he said at home when I brought him aspirins for his headache. 
In the afternoon I go to my mother's to take her to an appointment with her 
internist. Afterward I go into her apartment and sit with her. 
"Michael thinks I should color my hair red," I tell my mother as I dial the 
telephone to the auto repair shop. 
"Red's a good color. With your complexion it could be nice." 
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I'm on hold. The shop where we take our car is called "A to Z: Foreign and 
Domestic." And that's just the way they answer the phone when I call for the 
appointment. I went to school with the head mechanic, Randy. He doesn't need 
the business so much anymore. Now I just take it there out of habit. I'm still on 
hold. The Muzak is loud. "So you agree with Michael?" I ask my mother. She looks 
at me over her magazine. 
"It's the sickness. Normally, I wouldn't. An old lady, a dying lady, likes to 
know her daughter is being doted on," she says. 
"That not quite it," I say. My mother coughs. The wet sound of it makes 
something inside me seize up. She has lung cancer and has just started her 
treatments. "You need some more tea?" I ask her. 
Over the telephone the music stops and a voice comes on the line. It's 
Randy. I picture him on the other end. His hair,light as driftwood, always flipping 
up in the back like he doesn't get regular haircuts. His overalls are smeared with 
colored stains, red transmission fluid, fluorescent antifreeze, and long stripes of oil. 
"We just need an estimate," I tell him. 
"That what the boss said?" 
"He's not the boss." 
"If I find something else wrong?" 
"All I want," I say, "is an estimate. You did too much last time. And I know 
you didn't charge us. " 
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All the advice my mother ever gave me about men, she gives to me in one 
question these days. "Do you know when he's coming home for dinner? Your 
father came home on time." 
"Michael and I don't eat dinner together," I tell her. "That's that." 
I'm thinking about her question at seven o'clock in the morning as I cap the 
pen, turn off the calculator. Going between my home and my mother's house, 
leaves all sorts of chores undone and requires a different kind of schedule. Michael's 
changed his schedule, too. At night, I have the whole bed to myself. He stays late at 
the lab. I wake up early to get everything done, balance the checkbooks, pay the 
rent. We rent the attic in the house of a biology professor, Norm Hospers, who 
lives below us on the main floor. When we filled out the forms for Norm he liked 
us right away, because we're married. "You look quiet. Like a quiet couple. We'll 
get along fine." 
Now I hear Michael mounting the steep stairs. 
"You work all night?" I ask him. 
"Sometimes. Or I sleep. There's a cot at the lab. It's just easier that way. You 
wouldn't want me driving in the middle of the night. I could fall asleep. Crash the 
car." 
"How is the eye?" I ask. I watch him. His hair stands up, is furrowed where 
he constantly pushes his fingers through it. His left eye is bloodshot since the 
accident. He looks around at the mess with his uneven gaze. 
"This is how I work when you're not around," he says. "I didn't think you'd 
be here now." He wipes the rim of his eye with a tissue. "The eye feels big. Big in 
my head. I see spots." 
me. 
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"You can work that way?" I ask. I touch his shoulder. He pulls back from 
"What's do you think?" 
I pile the bills on top of the refrigerator. "You hungry?" 
"I had something." 
He picks up a stack of mail. 
"What did you have?" I ask. 
Michael shrugs. The sofa heaves under him when he falls into it. He's gained 
weight while doing his new research. He takes a lot of notes. When I do the wash, 
paper slips fall from his shirt pockets like confetti with terms written across them: 
"Cell life potential," and "Protein lipids." He's made some new discovery with fruit 
flies. He says Cheez-Its are his thinking man's food. Now his belly protrudes like a 
pouting lip over his belt buckle. 
As he heads toward the bedroom he calls out, "When were you going to do 
something with your hair?" 
My mother's had troubles with Michael from the start. He hardly ever goes 
to see his family in Ohio. This worries my mother. She says it's a bad sign. Also, 
he's not gracious and this she cannot stand in people. We stayed with her once 
while we looked for an apartment. One morning Michael wouldn't get out of bed to 
eat her wild mushroom Frittata and French press coffee. That was six years ago. My 
problem with him is more recent. We used to have an understanding. We used to 
extend ourselves automatically in the dark to one another. 
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"What is it?" my mother says. "Aren't you keeping the house nice? Cooking 
a little?" my mother asks me in the car as I drive her home from her ballroom dance 
class, in the afternoon. She sits in the passenger seat with a turquoise scarf tight 
around her skull. "Pick up a little if that's all that's bothering him. Tell him its not 
gravy all the time." 
On the good days like this one when I bring her home, she invites me in for 
Hibiscus tea and I watch her fox-trot or waltz across the living room, murmuring 
things about love. She was married to my father thirty-eight years before he died. 
That, I suppose, is its own kind of testimony. 
In the late afternoon, sun comes heavy through the windows on either side 
of the attic. Michael is just now waking. His eye is swollen, a little crusted. It does 
look bigger than the other one. He's on the phone when I walk in. "You tell the 
doctor I don't see anything from it," he says into the receiver. There's a pause. "I am 
covering the good eye." When he hangs up he turns to me, "Let's go," he says. "You 
have to take me now." 
"What about the car?" 
"You'll take it in later. Let's go." 
At the Metzler Eye Clinic all the doctors are ophthalmologists with thick 
black-rimmed glasses. When they gather at the front desk to confer, it looks like an 
Ernie Kovacs convention. 
There's a soft classical track playing on the speaker just above me in the 
mauve waiting area. Bach. My father used to listen to Bach every night after dinner. 
He slid his napkin into the silver ring engraved with his initials and went into the 
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living room to the record player. When I open my eyes again a white-jacketed man 
is standing above me. "Mrs. Mohr, The retina is our problem." He continues, 
"What's causing the spots is an injury to the muscle. The retina can become 
detached even after minor trauma like the collision from behind your husband 
described to us." 
"Detached?" I say. "How could it be so serious?" 
"These things happen very quickly." 
I nod. At the desk, I sign the papers for the ambulance. Michael's going to 
the hospital for emergency surgery. I drive our car behind him trying to believe 
that's him inside the red an white doors. 
When I get to the emergency room Michael is hunched in a wheelchair. "I'm 
being punished," he says. 
"You're all right," I say. "You are." 
"I'll have to call the lab," he says as if composing a list in his head. "Second set 
of specimens." He pulls out some paper. 
"You shouldn't strain," I say. 
"What do you know about strain?" 
"You think this is my fault? I shouldn't have parked the car there?" 
He rubs his temples with his fingers. A few minutes later they move him 
onto a stretcher and wheel him away. 
At "A to Z" the dingy waiting area is set apart from the concrete tire 
showroom by a brown shag carpet. I wait for the car. In my lap, I pore over the 
loose chapters of a world history text book. When my mother got sick, Crosstown 
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Books gave me work I could take with me. I carry the book back and forth. I lean 
my head against the cinder block wall, nearly drowse off. I go to the coffee machine 
and slide in the coins. 
In the background there's the zipping cheerful sound of the compressor. 
Sesame Street flashes on the small TV screen and the air has a pleasant warm smell 
of gasoline and new tires. Randy, through the glass, talks to the other mechanics. 
He nods then, scratches his red whiskers like he really enjoys the feeling. 
I take a bite of a donut, the stiff coconut frosting falls into my lap like clumps 
of fur. 
"There's healthy for you," says Randy. 
"You kidding?" I say. "Who's got time to think about health?" I pick the 
frosting from my lap, eat it. 
"You look nice today." I smooth the gathers of my skirt. Randy wipes his big 
fingers one at a time with a red rag. "It'll have to wait until tonight, Elena" Randy 
says more quietly, his voice serious. 
"For an estimate?" I pull my fingers through my hair. 
"Engine gasket. There's a leak. And the exhaust needs replacing. Can't get in 
there to get a good look until tonight when I have some time." 
"I didn't come here because of a gasket. We had an accident. I wanted an 
estimate." 
"Meet me here later. It'll be done. I'm telling you it's not safe." 
I try to catch his glance. "What'll I do until then. You expect me to walk 
around town. Walk four miles to my mother's, then back to the hospital." The 
couple next to me stares. "No way. I'll drive it the way it is." 
Randy says firmly. "You shouldn't drive out in an unsafe car." 
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He pulls me aside, watches me for a minute. "Give me a loaner," I say. 
Randy laughs, "You know we don't do that." He leans in, "I can send you 
home with Bud in the tow truck," he smiles. "I'll get him on the radio." I shake my 
head. Randy's teeth are big and white. "Or you can always come home with me." 
"I need to get to my mother's for a 9:15 doctor's appointment tomorrow. 
I've got to bring Michael a change of clothes in the hospital," I tell him. "Find me a 
loaner or I'll take the car the way it is." 
The loaner is a homely almond-colored Datsun, with cock-eyed license plates. 
It's what they use to pick up take-out food, Randy explains. I slide the key in, 
Randy opens the hatchback. He drops a first-aid kit and some flares in the back 
seat. "In case it's not reliable," he says. "I'll watch the skies tonight." 
I start the ignition. He opens the door again, this time he drops Michael's 
gym bag on the passenger seat, thumbs down the lock. "You left this in the car," he 
says. "Drive safe." 
I park in front of our house but then I sit there. Just sit there and breathe. I 
drag Michael's gym bag across my lap from the passenger seat and start to open the 
door. The bag is heavy in my lap, I pull back the zipper. 
Michael's racquetball shoes poke out with their worn toes. When Michael 
and I first met in college we were athletic. People joked about it. How every 
weekend we were biking or hiking or playing racquetball. I tum one shoe in my 
hand. I taught him how to play and for awhile we went to the courts every night. 
That was before he started working at the lab, and before, he says, he was really 
satisfied with his life. I toss the shoes on the seat next to me. His sweatsuit. Some 
invoices. A pair of ripped movie stubs. A couple pairs of underwear. I take all of it 
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out. At the bottom of the bag is a scuffed white envelope, and some nickels and 
pennies. I open the envelope. It's a card with a red rose and a box of chocolates on 
the front. Inside there's a small black and white photo inside. The woman in the 
photo has freckles. She wears a gauzy blouse through which her skin is glossy like 
the white part of a fried egg. The card reads, "Yours as always." Drawn below is a 
heart. 
"My wife loved this time of year," Norm says. He's standing at my window. 
I jump a little, gather the things back into the bag. I shove the card and the picture 
into my purse. I feel myself flush. 
"Haven't heard much from you two," Norm says. "Thought you might have 
slipped off on a little vacation without telling me. Caution in the wind," He winks 
then, "Forget to pay the rent." 
"I was going to drop it off today. I've been with my mother," I tell Norm. 
"And Michael's got some eye problems." 
Norm wipes his brow with the back of his arm. "My wife stayed by her 
mother's once or twice." He clips a stem from the roses, "when we were tiffing." 
I shift my weight. "My mother's been sick," I tell him. My ears are hot. 
Norm winks. "I know the story, Elena. Don't worry. He'll come around." 
I watch Norm prop his rake by the front door and go in and then I shake the 
picture out of the envelope again. She has long hair, and though the photo is black 
and white, I think her hair is red. I put it in my purse. 
To see at Michael after the surgery is strange at first. His hair is combed. His 
gown is not wrinkled. It is as if the hospital has scrubbed him clean. He smells of 
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isopropyl alcohol. Though his whole expression seems distorted with the thick 
white patch over his eye, there's a trace of a smile. The man in the next bed sounds 
bronchitic. 
I squeeze Michael's hand and drop a box of Cheez-Its on his tray table. The 
nurse says he's been asking for them. 
"It feels bad/' he says as he slips his fingers into my hand. 
"I'm sure." 
"You don't know, Elena," he says this plain and flat. I pour the orange 
squares onto his table. "What do you know about it?" 
"Nothing," I say. 
He poked the crackers around like a baby in a high chair. "And a whole 
batch of specimens died today." 
I shake my head. Maybe he can't see that. 
He lets his head drop back against the pillow. "Can you believe that?" he 
asks. "What a day I've had?" 
I look at him hard. I try and imagine Michael on the street with a lover. He's 
holding her hand. He's walking a few steps in front of her and she double steps to 
catch up to him. They're making love on thin hotel sheets, or narrow cots. Does 
he look her in the eye when he talks to her? 
He wrinkles his forehead. "A whole control group, wiped out." And then he 
falls asleep. 
I drive the loaner back to the shop and wait. Randy said he would be there 
late and the door is still open. The "Thank You" cards under the counter glass are 
sincere, written in big womanly writing. The ink faded from years of sun. The 
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notes remind me of the antique coins Michael's father seals under clear lacquer in his 
bar. He loves these touches though he's not much of a businessman. We don't see 
Michael's family much. He says he doesn't have the sense of family that other 
people do. His brother died when he was three and Michael says now he wouldn't 
know any family, aunts, cousins. Even his old lovers he says he's forgotten. They'd 
be strangers on the street, if they ever walked the same streets. 
"It's not ready," a voice says. Randy is behind me. "Let's go get some 
dinner," he says. "For coming out again so late. Let me do that for you. I'm 
hungry, too." 
His car is teal,like no color but wintergreen gum and some earrings I've 
seen. On Randy's car, a 1967 Roadrunner, it looks good. 
He's cleaned up a little. As he walks toward me from the shop, the white 
flecks of his jeans bum like sparks. The workboots sound hard on the asphalt. I 
imagine the steel toes. Michael is flat-footed. His soles are always rubber and so he 
is always padding around. 
We drive to Bamie's Grill. At Barnie's people bring their restored cars to 
show them off. The parking lot is a warm sea of buffed chrome and burning red. I 
order a "suicide loin" extra spicy and sit at the bar. Randy buys me one beer after 
another. My palate burns. Michael only likes bland food -- creamy sauces. If we go 
to an Italian restaurant, he always orders the al fredo sauce. I try and tell him this is 
bad for his heart. 
Randy's gone to the restroom. When he comes back his gaze spills down my 
body. "Why'd it take so long to get you to have an drink with me again?" he's 
looking at my thighs when he asks this. He tips his beer to me. 
"That was years ago, Randy" I say. "Remember, I got married?" 
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"Oh that." We sit on the high vinyl stools eating french fries out of the same 
basket. "Let's go," he says after a while. 
In the bathroom stall, I pull out the picture again. They were booth shots. 
Three for a dollar and a quarter. Something cheap you get at a carnival or late at 
night when you're drunk in a train station, but she doesn't look drunk. Her eyes 
are steely and clear. The borders of the photo are uneven. I try and imagine the 
other two shots. This is what bothers me the most --where the other two shots are. 
Michael's lover: dumb in love cutting this strip into threes. 
"I got a surprise," Randy says when I make my way back to the bar. 
"I have one, too." 
At four o'clock in the moming, Randy drives us from his apartment to the 
shop. We sit in the waiting room in the dark. "From myoId Ford," Randy points to 
the vinyl seat in the waiting room and motions for me to sit down next to him. 
"Remember that Ford?" 
"Sure." I sit down, smooth my lap with my palm. 
We're sitting close. The vinyl beneath me squeaks as I lean toward him and if 
it weren't for this I would kiss him again. Instead, I lean against him. 
"You're just the same," Randy says. He gets up then. Stretches his long arms 
above his head. He pulls my keys from a wooden cabinet behind the counter. "I 
finished it this afternoon," he says, grinning through a yawn. "You sure needed a 
night out, didn't you? 
I look at him. I have my checkbook on the counter. We stand in the office 
together. I'm writing out the check. I could be one of those women writing a letter 
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to Randy --of thanks for banging the dinks out of my car I-never-thought-could-
look-new-again. 
"And the estimate?" I ask. The shop is dark. The streetlight and the moon 
show our faces. 
"Thirteen hundred. The whole back end needs replacement." He pulls the 
paper from a drawer. I still feel drunk, tom open, though what I've done with 
Randy is talk. I tear off the check. 
We leave the shop together. Go to separate cars. "Weird day," he calls out 
before he slams his door. I wave toward him, nod. 
At the main road, I tum away from the house and drive West instead toward 
the dark. I drive West for an hour until I reach the farms, and the lights burning 
high from the university where Michael works. The sun creeps up behind me. I 
look at the picture again. Somewhere are two photo booth shots of my husband. 
Doing what? Making a face? Caressing her? You can do that in a few seconds. I 
slide the picture into my wallet next to those of my nephews, my mother. I'll call 
the woman Amanda. And if anyone asks, I'll tell them she is my cousin. 
On the drive back, I stop in Drug Mart for a Coke. In the comer there's a 
picture-taking booth. "How much does it cost," I ask the woman. I point at the 
machine. 
"It doesn't cost anything," says the woman. "It's broke." 
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Near Worpswede, Germany After the Military Drawdown 
A red cheeked, blonde woman looked out from her kitchen window of ice-clear 
panes. Heavy thatch hunkered down on her house. 
Staggered along the path wereZigaretten machines, tiny rusted bastions to the 
thinned mounds of winter hay. 
At the start of fall those piles were firm and secured under a tarp. By March a crop 
of hay, of feed, should have come up from the South 
to replenish the reserves. The region paused a few days at the news. And then the 
cold came. Kale, bread, hay, dwindled or froze. 
Steam fogged away the woman's face, not idle or perplexed. She prepared 
the supper. 
While wind caught beneath the tarp to make it flap, unmanned, 
like so many flags. 
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The Man in My Dream Tells Me How He Lost His Three Kids 
"Here was the highway. Boundless green asphalt, 
fat like a waist rolling over the prairie. My wife 
and kids had never travelled so smoothly on 
those roads that glowed the neon of Yellow #5 
and Fourth of July light sticks. My kids saved 
those sticks in the freezer like hope. 
When it's gone, so go the carved pumpkins 
and torn wrapping paper. The seasonal aisle 
in your drug store mind." 
Three kids, his wife and a cat. He came to 
tell me the story more than once. Each time 
there were more pets in his car. The cat. 
Then two cats. A dog, then four dogs. I 
try and imagine all that fur. How could the kids 
breathe? 
And then I'm under the porch with my brother 
in summer. He lights the hot stick of a match. Lays 
the ashy wands against the planks of porch. 
Pick-up sticks. We touch them. They disintegrate. 
Rice paper candies between our fingers. 
Each night for more than a week I had the dream. 
This time in the story he says he was smoking 
a cigar. He lights a match. One of the dogs catches 
fire. "This is really how it happened," he says, more 
desperate and ragged for the telling of this dog 
that becomes his albatross. On fire it flies 
through the car and lands near one of the kids 
who isn't wearing flame-retardant jammies, at all. 
Strapped into the car seat. The next one, 
the three year old, also strapped in. 
The five year old ... 
What does he do? He pulls over. But then 
it's too late because the back seat is on fire. 
He can't even see his kids through all the fur 
and flame. So he, and his wife, and one cat 
dive for the brush and hear the car go up. 
His wife is hysterical. Her jaw flaps 
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unhinged. All the man can see when he closes 
his eyes, are his kids asking for cream cheese, 
jelly on their toast. The oldest one speaks to him. 
She says, "That's OK Daddy, I'll make it myself." 
It's like waiting for a train to pass. 
Close to the gates comes the glint of steel and the long 
orange stripe, popsicle orange, so cool you could dive 
into it while commuters' faces flash by faster 
than shooting stars. Their faces in flight in the bright 
yellow windows flicker helplessly past. Where I stand 
and ask. Which brand of remorse? And who for? 
Imagine the hero: 
Heat-logged fingers 
limbs thickened 
with stretches 
of muscle. Thighs 
like over-inflated 
rafts. 
In a locust 
studded meadow 
wearing his 
heaviest coat 
scratchy at the 
nipples. 
Hasidic wool 
deep and hot 
as an asphalt 
driveway. Sticky 
bees all around. 
Grackles with their 
almost purple 
sheen 
in the sun. 
Orthodox Man 
lifts his high 
crowned hat. 
The black 
moss mat of his 
hair makes 
hungry an 
invitation 
for bees 
to roost. 
Their rippled 
sting 
like lemon sherbert 
stealthy still 
among us 
he stands 
brave. 
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Jewish Cowboy 
24 
Bug-Be-Gone 
Over the years of his thinning and then absent hair, Larry Werkstrom came to 
understand that women trusted him in their apartments. He was unobtrusive, in 
the best sort of way, his wife once said. On the day that she'd died almost casually 
during a nap, she'd just finished saying that women liked a man who would listen to 
their complaints, and then act on them; this was the key -- to act on them. As the 
manager of the building it was Larry's job to take complaints. And as it was women 
who most often called to complain in his building, Larry Werkstrom spent many of 
his days in their company. Lately he was most interested in Bernice Cohen, and for 
his recent interest in her, he began to worry about his confidences with the other 
tenants. He was a man who prided himself on his loyalty. 
Now Larry palmed the bands of hair on either side of his head. In the long, 
gravy-smelling hallway of the Crestwood Commons, he rang the buzzer again--
404C. 
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These were new tenants, Zimmerman. Today, he was going to see them. 
Some new tenants brought bugs with them from their old places. They could 
unpack bugs or their eggs along with the china plates and area rugs, sometimes 
without ever knowing. Wheeling the trash past this door this morning, Larry 
thought he heard a stomp in the Zimmerman unit. Maybe it was pipes, maybe not. 
But Bernice had refused to see Larry again until he had at least asked the new 
tenants about the bugs. 
When the woman opened the door, Larry introduced himself. "I'm the 
manager of the building," he said. "There's some concern about your unit. Is Mr. 
Zimmerman at home?" 
The woman looked back at him. Her hair was done up in pink sponge rollers. 
"He's in Florida," the woman said. "I didn't put it on the application form but don't 
expect to see him soon." She popped the last bit of an eclair into her mouth, wiped 
her hands on her thigh. "It's an honest mistake, I suppose." She took his hand. 
"Helen Zimmerman." She stepped to the side to let him pass. "I've been meaning to 
call you. I made a list. The oven door doesn't close tight, closet squeaks. And the 
hot water spigot. That's just the beginning." 
"I can't do any mainenance for you this afternoon. I'm here on another 
matter." 
Inside the apartment a teenage girl struggled to open a package of saltines. 
She was bug-eyed in front of a black and white television. "This is Julie," said Helen 
Zimmerman. She snatched the cracker box from the girl, lifted the pink cushions of 
the sofa. "You seen Mama's list, Julie?" 
The girl shrugged. Mrs. Zimmerman's sweater was pink chenille. The girl's 
blouse. Their Lazy-boy. A blanket on the couch. A rolled carpet remnant. 
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Everything pink as Bernice's fancy slip. Bernice had slept in it when she'd spent the 
night with Larry. He felt uneasy right then in Helen Zimmerman's apartment. She 
moved abruptly and loud, slapping the television off with her open palm. "It's kind 
of you to come up when I hadn't even called," she said. "Can I get you something 
before you start, Mr. Werkstrom?" Helen Zimmerman motioned at her daughter, 
who unplugged the television and wheeled it from the room. 
"I won't start anything. Not today. No thank you," Larry said. "I'm here 
about something else." 
"I know I need some coffee." Helen lay her long forefinger on his collar. Her 
breath was sour. Her perfume was the strong kind that gave him a headache. Rose 
Water, that's what Bernice wore. He liked Rose Water. Helen came back with two 
coffees in pink mugs the size of soup bowls. From a cabinet she pulled a bottle of 
anisette and splashed a stream into each mug. And then she handed him one. "For 
your kindness," she said and smiled. 
"Thank you, Mrs. Zimmerman. 1--" 
She cut in. "Helen," she said. Her voice sharpened. "Call me Helen. While 
Helen Zimmerman talked about a leak in her bathroom, Larry caught a dark oval 
the size of her wide thumbnail, flickering along the wall. 
"Where did you say you moved from?" Larry asked. 
"Melrose Park. King Arthur's Court was the name of the complex. It was a 
pit. We're glad to be here." 
Larry watched her. She was fairly large, heavier than his wife had ever been, 
heavier than Bernice, too. Helen Zimmerman beneath her curlers had a small heart-
shaped face. A sad face. He cleared his throat. "Mrs. Zimmerman. We do our best 
here to keep things clean." The anisette made his tongue feel numbed. 
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"I see that. Spotless lobby. The elevator shines." 
"But we have a problem." 
"A problem?" she smiled. 
"Pests. The resident, right below, 304C, she tells me they're cockroaches. She 
thinks they could be coming from your unit." 
Helen squinted as he spoke, as if he were telling her something very difficult. 
Larry went on, "I haven't actually seen one. She says they fly." 
Helen leaned into the cigarette lighter on the coffee table. She inhaled the 
smoke through her nose. "Cockroaches," she said on the exhale. 
"We're close enough to the city to have this sort of pest problem. And I was 
wondering if you also have problems." 
"Certainly. I got problems." She draped her arm over the back of the pink 
sofa. "Start anywhere. I'll tell you about problems." 
"You've had bugs in the past, then?" 
Helen Zimmerman dipped her finger in her coffee, licked it. She laughed. "I 
handle things, Larry. If it's bugs, I don't mind killing them." They sat in silence then. 
She looked at each of her chipped pink fingernails. Larry drank down his cup. 
The bracelets shook on her arm when Helen Zimmerman flipped the light in 
the foyer. "Clean don't mean perfect," she said. "Not always." 
No one likes to be accused, Larry thought. "I'm sorry," he said. "About your 
list-" 
"Forget it," she said as she unlatched the door for him and held it open. 
As he waited for the elevator to ride down to his apartment, a dark mark 
skittered between the baseboard and the wall catching the light like an uncut 
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diamond. It tingled the back of his neck as he thought about bugs moving in the 
dead space of his walls. 
In the years Larry worked as the manager of the building every bug problem 
had been discovered first by Bernice Cohen. Bugs found Bernice and she didn't like 
it at all. She, like Larry, was almost sixty. But Bernice had lived a different kind of 
life from Larry who had spent his whole life in the suburbs of Chicago. Bernice 
Cohen had for some time lived in Costa Rica with a painter called Santi. Years after 
that relationship ended she still spoke about him often to Larry. "Santi and bugs," 
Bernice said now. "He liked nature. Maybe he wouldn't mind bugs. But I'm 
acculturated now. I do anything to keep them away from me." 
But before this, several years before when his wife's cancer had taken hold in 
her, the building became infested with Carpenter ants whose black shells were as 
full as July currants. Exterminators came to inject poison jelly into the seams of his 
walls, came as regularly as his wife's doctor appointments. The exterminators in 
their white uniforms came to seem like doctors to Larry with their bad news and 
their fees. 
Not long after he'd buried his wife, Bernice came to his apartment. She stood 
in the doorway turning an amethyst ring on her finger. Santi had given it to her he 
found out later. ''I'm sorry to bother you," she'd said. "You might think I'm crazy to 
bother you at a time like this. But we have millipedes in the laundry room." Larry 
remembered the soft pads of her fingertips grasped around his arm, how her eyes 
softened when she looked into his face. "I thought you should know." 
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"That's not crazy," he'd assured her. Her touch made him shudder. But 
Bernice didn't want assurance. "I know I've been crazy since Santi left," she had told 
him as she led him from his own apartment. "We'll miss your wife around here," 
Bernice said as she steered him down the hallway to the laundry room. They'd 
spent the evening together. Larry didn't call the exterminator that time. He and 
Bernice drove to the hardware store and picked up enough pesticides to take care of 
the millipedes themselves. 
Now Larry tugged both cuffs from his cardigan and fingered the brass ovals 
fastened there. He had his hands clasped around a warm bag of take-out food. It 
burned against his chest. For three Thursdays he and Bernice had shared take-out 
dinners in her apartment. She was an artist or that's how he liked to think about 
her. She did scientific illustrations for a local textbook company and when she was 
working on a project it was hard to get her out of her apartment at all. Larry ran a 
finger between his collar and his neck. 
The elevator doors opened. He shifted the bag to his side and knocked hard. 
"It's me," he said. "Who's me?" Bernice yelled back through the door. 
Bernice set the cartons of Chinese food on a lazy susan, the spoon handles 
gleamed under the small chandelier in the dining area. Bernice wore her blouses, all 
deep colors, untucked. She was not a tall woman, she stood on her toes to reach for 
the plates and glasses in the kitchen. The sight of her backbone how it curved when 
she raised her arm stirred something in him that night. The night he'd made love to 
her they'd been on the living room floor in the dark. He hadn't really seen her at 
all. Larry scooped a mound of rice onto his plate. 
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"So what do they look like upstairs?" asked Bernice. 
"Woman and her kid. I think divorced. Everything's pink," said Larry. When 
she sat down he cupped his hand around hers. 
"What's pink?" said Bernice as she pulled her hand away. 
"Everything. The whole place is pink. The woman and her daughter were 
wearing pink." 
Bernice sat back in her chair. She looked up at the ceiling and shook her head 
slowly. "From Melrose Park you said?" 
He nodded again. 
"Santi only came to visit here once," she began. 
Larry bristled at Santi's name. He was trying to ask her not to talk so much 
about Santi. He didn't mention his wife much to her. 
Bernice went on. "Somehow we ended up in Woolworths on Broadway and 
Kenmore. Stuck in the school supply aisle with this big immigrant family in 
September. Santi wanted some sketch paper." Bernice bit into an egg roll. 
"Anyhow. The whole family wore pink, seemed like even the men. No vanity. 
And did they stink? Like urine and cigarettes. All knotty-haired. You know what 
Santi asked? Was pink the national color for our poor people." 
Larry looked at Bernice. There was a long silence. "This Santi fellow. He was 
a millionaire or what?" 
"Not really," she said. "But don't think that's funny? He was always so 
perceptive." 
Larry shrugged. 
Bernice took a deep breath, she ripped a soy sauce packet in her teeth and 
stained her rice with it. "I saw another bug today," she said. "It definitely flew out at 
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me from that cabinet." She pointed above the sink with her fork."They're big," she 
said. "Like beetles. You seen one? I got up to get some water last night. Three of 
them were on the table with my work." 
"Maybe they're admiring the work." He eyed the sketches of trilobites on the 
table. 
A flurry of stomping sounded above the kitchen. 
"I only here that when you're here," Bernice said. 
Larry imagined Helen Zimmerman stomping bugs against her linoleum with 
her pale pink shoes. Then the noise stopped. "She's not afraid to kill them." 
"They're bugs, Larry. Nuisances. You've got to do something." 
He took Bernice's hand and leaned across the table to kiss her. "No, Larry," 
she said. "Not with the bugs." He grasped her hand more tightly. She pulled hard 
until she'd released it. 
Larry had often felt that Bernice was like him in some ways. She was in her 
fifties but with a grown-up daughter and grandchildren, she had grandchildren. 
Bernice had been married right out of highschool, divorced so she could go to 
college. Then Costa Rica. Larry didn't have any children. His wife had always been 
frail. She feared the risk to her health, and in the first years of their own marriage 
she'd told him so often they were fine alone. Only three people attended his wife's 
funeral, Bernice was one of them. Larry had given the eulogy himself. Outright he 
said they'd have had so much to share with a child, that no one really was fine alone. 
Larry hunkered over his sweet and sour chicken. He speared a cube of 
pineapple. About to tell Bernice how good the food was tonight, he looked up and 
saw her glazed eyes and the glasses slipping down her nose. Her mouth was open 
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and the food churned by slowly like clothes in a dryer. Her brown eyes narrowed 
and she shut her mouth. "You hear that?" 
They listened. 
"Scrabbling," said Bernice. 
By himself his thoughts were different about the bugs. He didn't like to kill 
them. In his basement office, Larry snapped the pages of the phone book, pausing 
to lick his thumb, to squint at the headings: Insect to Pest Control back to 
Exterminators. What were they bothering? The bugs. There were also microscopic 
bugs that march in and out of their units, inch up the walls, scurry in bursts across 
their linoleum kitchenettes, through their very eyelashes, and they're none the 
wiser. He'd seen this on a television program. Didn't he have other concerns? He 
thought of Helen Zimmerman's list and began to pack his tools together. 
That afternoon he stood at Helen Zimmerman's door. He knocked several 
timed, shifted his tool box from one hand to the other. When no one answered. He 
got back in the elevator and went one down to Bernice's where she stood, as if 
waiting for him, in her doorway. She had her hand over her mouth; her eyes wide 
behind her bifocals. She pointed to her juice glass at the table next to her drawings 
on which she had begun to shade the ridged shell of a trilobite. "It flew right in 
there," she said. "I've got a deadline. Why don't you understand that?" 
He touched her shoulder to calm her. Her blouse was flaming silky orange. 
Her skin felt warm through the fabric. "It's all right," he said. 
"But it's not. It's not at all." . 
In the days that followed, Larry reassured Bernice as often as he could. But he 
knew these were bigger bugs, more adept. And this meant trouble. One tenant in 
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the garden apartment refused to pay his rent until the bugs were exterminated. "It's 
your responsibility," hed written in a note. "Get rid of them flying fuckers." 
The biggest ad under "Exterminators" in the yellow pages was the Bug-Be-
Gone Company. They had a patented formula, and twice underlined, was the word 
Guaranteed. 
Larry tapped the flowered upholstery of Bernice's sofa with the fingers of his 
left hand. Even though he'd quit smoking months ago, he still had yellow stains on 
his first and second finger. He brought his hand to his nose and sniffed. The brass 
pendulum of the clock Bernice hung in the hall sounded the seconds. Larry offered 
to take her for coffee while the exterminators sprayed her apartment. The 
exterminators were fifteen minutes behind schedule when he heard them clattering, 
three yellow-haired men in white uniforms, down the hall. 
He took her to the Italian bakery down the street. The day was cool and 
overcast. The bakery was the sort of cheery setting Larry imagined women liked, 
Bernice drew trilobites at the table. She drew everything large at first and slowly 
pared down to the tiny pen and inks for the insets of science textbooks. She'd been 
doing this for years. Over the top of his magazine, he watched her. The skin of 
her hands looked rough while she drew. White filled in the creases around her 
fingertips. Hand lotion? Callouses? 
He closed the magazine. He could have reached for her hand, to rub those 
creases between his own yellow fingers but didn't. He shook down two Sweet-n-
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Low packets instead and watched her. She pressed her lips together and then 
pushed them out like a kiss as she studied the line on the page. With her head bent 
down, the coarse gray spread over her crown like a yarmulke. A woman in a 
yarmulke. He wanted to cup his hand around that funny crown of hers. 
"I hate the color red," Bernice said, suddenly. She dropped her pencil and 
pushed the paper aside. "Hate it. Santi did too." 
Larry's fingers tightened around the white mug handle. 
"He never used it in his painting," Bernice continued. "He used browns 
instead. Said they were more noble." 
"That looks great," said Larry. He pointed to her sketch. 
The waitress silently filled their cups. 
When she'd gone Bernice spoke. "Where'd you find these new 
exterminators?" 
"They're talked about in the business. Bug-Be-Gone's got a good reputation." 
"Every infestation you call a new company." Bernice leaned toward him. 
"Maybe stick with the same people. You build up a file that way, Larry." 
"A what?" 
-.. 
"A history. Things are simpler that way. Next time think about it." She 
pointed at him. 
"No next time Bernice," he said. "Don't say that." 
The Bug-Be-Gone team had weaved down the third floor into and out of the 
apartments. Hoses and silver cannisters gleamed in the hall like sentries. 
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Larry poked his head into Bernice's apartment. One of the exterminators was 
bent over Bernice's papers. "This is a scene a bug likes best. Paper. If I was a bug 
this all says to me 'banquet'. The lady know that?" 
Larry shook his head. "Don't think so." 
"Are they finished?" Bernice pushed past Larry into her apartment. "It doesn't 
smell like they sprayed anything. What's he doing?" she asked. 
A man with the name "Buddy" stitched over his breast in a thick black vein 
pulled Larry into the hall. From his pocket he brought a small plastic vial. He shook 
it. "There's one inside. A new strain around here. First we've seen," he said with 
the bright smile of discovery. He leaned toward Larry and grabbed the fabric of 
Larry's sleeve in his fist. "A Japanese Beetle," he said. "Papilla japonica." 
Larry nodded. "They fly?" 
"They're bold," said Buddy. "You'll need another treatment. You got to wait 
them out. At first the poison will make them more active." 
Larry lowered his head, "Jesus." 
Sweeping the lobby the next morning Larry bent down to scrape with a 
widget what he thought was a mound of old gum. It was a beetle, dark and jellied 
against the tile floor. Belly up, the amber membrane of its wing extended, and three 
legs on one side were brittle looking--like burnt hair. 
He shuddered. This one was big as a silver dollar. 
"Don't they get a boy in here does dirty work?" said a woman's voice. Helen 
Zimmerman. She wore a pink rain bonnet. "Even at King Arthur we had a high 
school kid mop floors. A guy your age scrubbing?" 
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"Settling in all right, Mrs. Zimmerman?" 
"You could say that." 
Larry thumbed the widget blade back into its flat oval case. "That's good." 
"Saw you brought the exterminators out. Nice guys. Your friend satisfied?" 
"Satisfied?" 
"About the vermin. Our infestation?" 
"They're coming out again. The exterminators." 
Helen leaned in close. "I know that." 
"When they're gone," Larry spoke slowly, "Maybe Bernice'll be satisfied." He 
nodded. 
"Bernice, huh. Too bad for her. They can't get rid of it really," she said. "One 
of the guys he told me its 'cyclic'. How you like that?" 
"You don't mind them?" 
Helen Zimmerman shrugged. When she stepped into the elevator, she 
slipped off her bonnet. Her small face was still and then the doors closed in front of 
her. 
In his darkened apartment he could feel the bugs. He flipped the kitchen light 
and saw one scramble away. On the facing wall, one skittered up the wallpaper, but 
he trapped it under the glass in his hand. Larry slid a piece of paper behind the glass 
and carried it into the living room. There was a message on his answering machine. 
He sat watching the bug climb the glass and fall. Climb and fall. Bernice's 
daughter was on the answering machine. He quickly dialed the number she'd left. 
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"Mr Werkstrom, how are you? Listen I've got to pick my son up in ten 
minutes. Let me ask you. Are you a friend of my mother's?" 
Jane was a lawyer. "Is she all right?" Larry asked. 
"I'm worried." 
"Last I saw she was fine," said Larry. 
"That's nice of you. But has she acted oddly about these insects?" 
"They're big bugs." 
"She's obsessed." 
"We're not trying to make them our friends, I guess," said Larry. He laughed 
to himself. 
"She's doing things to them," Jane started. "She's burning them and boiling 
them." 
"Boiling them?" 
"In the sink. She boils the water and then traps them in the sink." 
Larry jiggled the glass over the beetle. It clung fast to the paper below. He 
imagined its dark shell turning pink like a lobster in boiling water. He lifted the 
glass and the beetle paused and then scurried down the end table. "You shouldn't 
worry," he told Jane. 
The textbooks in Bernice's apartment were closed and stacked against the wall 
in a column as high as Bernice's hip. Inside plastic sweater boxes, she'd piled her 
papers. Larry sniffed the air. It smelled like Rose Water. 
"I've been cleaning," Bernice said. "Bugs don't like a clean house." 
The tautness of her body, the set of her jaw. His wife had looked the same 
when she was in the middle of cleaning. 
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"You don't have any in your place yet?" she said. "I can't believe that." 
The small chandelier shook. The glasses inside Bernice's cabinets clanked 
together and Larry looked up at the ceiling. 
"Bugs move down in the walls, you know. Not up. Can you tell our pink 
tenant that?" 
Larry set the bag down on the rug. That afternoon he'd called around to 
everyone he knew for their best concoctions. In the brown grocery sack at his side 
was every poison he could find. The roach motels, sprays, the red cans, boxes with 
powders or hard tablets inside, the insecticide bombs. All of it to kill Bernice's bugs 
for good. In the smaller bag was powdered sugar and boric acid. His arsenal. 
Bernice smiled as he lifted each poison to the table. "Reminds me of the millipedes," 
she said. She patted his hand. "They never came back." 
Together they slid her furniture to spread the powders behind the couch, the 
love seat. Together they wrapped her dinner plates and glasses in plastic. She put 
her toothbrush away. And then Larry set the insecticide bomb in the center of the 
living room. She tugged the tail of her dark blue blouse. "Dinner?" she asked. He 
helped her on with her jacket. She hooked her arm in his. The smell started to fill 
the room. 
The stuff of people--boxes, food, books--whatever kept Bernice together--
glue-is what bugs feed on. Bernice should have understood this by then. Her 
textbooks and their fragrant glue like an invitation. She could bring the bugs all by 
herself. 
While they waited for the elevator the beetle Larry saw seemed to float on the 
surface of the wall. He bent down, Bernice held fast to his arm. "Yes, Larry. That's 
it. Nothing in our way now but that bug, you see." 
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Without taking his eyes from the beetle, he slid off his shoe and Larry 
whacked it hard. The bug fell to the tile with a light plastic click. The elevator doors 
sucked open and there Helen Zimmerman stood with her daughter's hand tight in 
her own. The door sealed them all inside where they watched the floors pass by. 
They turned to each other, silently. 
"I got a couple myself today," said Bernice. "With a phone book. Thank God 
for Chicago phone books, Larry." 
"Nothing a phone book can do that a rolled magazine can't," said Helen. Her 
daughter shifted her weight from one skinny leg to the other. How close they all 
stood in his elevator. 
When they reached the lobby, Larry held the door for the women to pass in 
front of him and for a moment had the urge to tum back and go to his own 
apartment alone. But he passed through the door and out into the street, where it 
had just begun to rain. Cars whirred by. He felt Bernice tighten her hold on his 
arm. As the rain fell he saw Helen and her daughter hurrying toward a bright 
marquee. The small pink beret on Helen's head looked tiny from where he and 
Bernice stood for a moment looking after them. Larry raised an umbrella between 
them. "I'm getting wet, Larry," said Bernice. He tilted the umbrella toward her, felt 
the cold drops on his bare head. 
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Fingering the Outcrop 
You cracked open a pocket of fossils to show me shells: 
tiny fans frozen fifty million years ago in watery caves. 
The red cavern of your mouth cracked open with it 
to explain--
calcification is the life still veining the shells. 
I tried to love you more through your trilobites 
orbiting around me, but they'd re-entered 
an atmosphere where waves 
of doubt were brought to me in Circadian rhythms 
that carry the moon and sleep that creeps into us 
out of someone else's dreams. 
Dark bedroom. 
Your hand fanned across my breast 
was fossilized, too. I watched it trickle 
from life into stone and 
in the stale humidity we became shells 
lying together on slate sheets. 
I see you squat and concentrated 
with an expectant bulge between your 
dusty fingers. I follow my own hands 
blindly into bumps and holes, to find nothing 
that you find. Nothing of your vision in 
this library of sandy books. 
With a chapter on trilobites, 
one picture of their almost friendly 
bodies: patent leather shells and flat oval heads, 
I might have understood the outcrops 
that you said, revealed themselves 
through erosion. 
It's a complicated process -- revelation. 
That morning cast for me a petrified, 
imperishable relic of your face. 
Again, in a gray tribute to life, we 
pressed ourselves back into belonging 
to land gone arid but for loss. 
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November in the Not Arriving 
I. 
Each fall seems so abbreviated. 
Brilliant and sudden do they 
come now. There is cause 
for lingering between seasons. 
Across the street leaves 
have thinned and cleared out. 
II. 
Cleared com fields and retired 
factories, the first aid kits rusted shut. 
In your state leaves must also extend 
themselves to you. Their ridged yellow 
palms, splayed fingers.Touches 
that hustle a thousand pinwheels 
into the wind. 
III. 
I watched a common nighthawk 
fly into the wind above the highway. 
Where should he be going 
in such a hurry? He could land 
and wait. But the hawk hung low 
in the not arriving. 
Flap then glide. Feel 
resistence. Say: I tried to get 
there in time. 
IV. 
Time flapping through air that wishes us 
back the other way. Wishes us grounded 
like kites. To lift when the wind fills us. 
A pale vein and the taut 
promise to travel downstream, with the wind. 
That is the way to move: easily. A pod 
of milkweed spreads its silky 
bundle in our mouths. 
V. 
In the pipes the water heats itself in swallows. 
They make me think of blowing bubbles 
in the summer that inflated our breaths 
in skinny orbs. 
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Etude on the Suburb 
Set me down on a hot road 
in a West Suburb that blurs incessantly 
with development and the wavy vapor 
between bumpers. 
That's where I'll tell you: 
the foil faces of car mirrors flash 
through an Illinois July. And hypnotize. 
It's easy 
to traffic 
memory at the stoplights. 
Where faces 
float like coins rubbed smooth 
of their features. 
Lost pets that will not come 
even as you call their names 
in the dark. Whistle for 
them. Their faces do not tum. 
Bicycle riders pump past 
on the asphalt trail. All helmets 
and taffy legs. Pulling. 
After years where I could forget 
the faces; the crowns, hideouts, 
gapped teeth, and almost 
drownings of childhood, 
misplaced 
in the plunge of errands, 
the flurry of states, 
the planted zone of hard 
marrowless years, 
on a road, maybe any road 
with the screen of heat, 
and the blinding wait, 
it could all come back. 
In the mouth 
of a stranger hollowing 
his popcorn box at Sears, 
I recovered 
the timbre of your voice. 
Set me on a road in this heat 
while the contained preserve 
of forest blurs the distance 
to the craning necks of 
streetlamps, indecorous swans, 
in the lots of malls. 
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Flying Lessons 
One: I was fifteen that second week of February, 1983, when my father fell 
from our roof or jumped, or sleepwalked. Still no one will say. That night sits on 
our table like Elijah's cup. We provide for it. Include it at our table. But we do not 
really understand. 
Skip's Flight School. The runway, a slash of aggregate concrete and thin 
asphalt, cut through the center of a mowed field. No tower. No paved parking lot. 
One corrugated steel hanger and the runway. "We all grapple with starting small," 
my father had told me then. I hesitated for a moment as I stood next to him. 
I loved the lessons because my father did, because he told me I had an 
"aptitude" and that was something. Later, I loved the lessons for different reasons 
or for the most obvious one, in the air I wasn't on the ground. On that strip of 
asphalt, the airfield stopped being a field and the sky stopped seeming far away. 
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From the cockpit the field was like a lake. When the wind from the props ran over 
the grass it made green waves. It was the only place that really seemed to be 
having a Spring that year. 
Skip, my flight instructor walked toward us and in the distance behind him I 
could see the plane we had rented, the Cessna with a green stripe that ran from the 
nose across the narrow fuselage and up the tail. The only one on the lot. It was my 
father's favorite. Skip motioned to me and I started toward him. "You'll need these, 
Laureen." I heard my father say, his voice tired. He pulled his sunglasses down his 
face turned his head to free the wire C's that held the glasses in place behind his 
ears. Green lens Ray-Bans. Pilots' glasses. He only wore them on Saturdays when 
he came out to the airfield to fly. "Even you'll see clear with those," said my father. 
"Guaranteed." 
"OK Pop," I said. I put them on over my regular glasses. The nosepads were 
greasy and his glasses slipped down my face. When he wasn't looking, I took them 
off. 
Skip always wore khaki cuffed slacks with a neat crease down the front. My 
father told me once he'd been in the Air Force. I listened close to Skip. Like my 
father, Skip seemed honest in the way he did things. Skip told me, a Cessna lurches 
even on the smoothest tarmac. A good pilot uses his finesse to maneuver an aircraft 
on the ground. "She's an old Cadillac," he always told me. "You drive her solid in the 
steering, hard on the brake." In the air, he said, that was pure instinct and guts. 
"Like planting a good kiss," he said and winked. I didn't know much about what he 
told me but I listened. 
During the lessons, I held my eyes on the attitude indicator trying hard to 
keep the plane level in the air. "You can't watch the instruments," Skip said. "Look 
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outside." When we hit a pocket of air my eyes darted back to the indicators. I ran 
the numbers I had memorized in my head, proper pressures and levels. I imagined 
my father at the airfield waiting for me, maybe replaying the argument he and my 
mother had had about me taking lessons. "Look up," Skip said. Midway through, 
Skip ripped a page from his flight book and covered the instruments with it. "Orient 
yourself by what you see in front of you." Skip lifted my chin until I was looking 
straight out. The sun was bright at 2700 feet, hard to look at. My father's instinct 
was always right on, Skip said. "A great pilot, Abe Rosen. You could learn from 
that," Skip said as held my chin hard. Below me the ground slipped by, a green blur. 
I had logged eleven hours at Skip's Flight School by the time my father drove 
me to my last flying lesson, and Skip stood beside my father and me, with his breath 
like mint, he told my father, "Can't let her quit flying now, Abe. Not 'til she gets it. 
Must be in the blood somewhere," he said as he tapped my father's shoulder with 
his clipboard. "Must be." 
My father sat on the hood of his blue Impala with his feet balanced on the 
bumper watching the sky, his hands cupped over his eyes like a visor. He'd had 20-
15 vision his whole life. 
I lived with my mother and father in Crestfield, a suburb west of Chicago, 
Illinois, near the larger suburb of Robertson and alongside the Mansord Creek. 
Crestfield is a town of modest Georgian houses that differ only in the color of the 
shutters on the upstairs windows, and whether the first story picture windows are 
flat panes across or convex ones. Our house was different because my mother put a 
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first story addition on the South side of the house. And it was from that roof that 
my father fell. 
My mother was a stubborn, sad-eyed woman with a weak chin and bad 
eyesight; years of squinting made her eyes seem shrunken. She'd had me late in 
her life when she was nearly forty and her eye condition, severe myopia somehow 
worsened with the stress of childbirth. But bad eyes run in the family. They told me 
if I were going to get bad eyes it wouldn't happen until I was older. I was ten at the 
time they told me. By my early teens I'd had four prescription changes. She 
married my father because he was good-natured about her looks, and she thought 
as an accountant he would have enough salary to get her a house in the suburbs. 
Red geraniums in Terra Cotta pots, a front walk. This was the kind of vista my 
mother wanted, while my father and I preferred to see the world, and especially 
Crestfield, from the air. 
Thick glasses or not, my father thought I should start flying. He felt the skill 
would come natural to me. He took me out in his Impala on Saturdays and we 
drove to the top tier of the parking garage at O'Hare where we watched the jets 
take off. He told me some day I'd work for the airlines and fly all over the world. 
"You get yourself a job," he said, "You pay a share, and we'll go out every week for 
a flying lesson." 
So I started bussing tables in a four-hour, after school shift at the Bonus 
Round Restaurant. Afterward, I'd ride my bike home in the dark alongside 32nd 
street and then cut through the Foodtown parking lot. And that was how, on a cold 
Tuesday night, I slammed my bike into Durkin Heaffey's driver's-side door. 
Durkin's car idled dark and quiet next to the dumpster, his door open. Everyone 
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knew his car, a silver four-door Nova. He was cleaning soda from his crotch and 
from his car, when I clipped his door with my pedal and fell hard to the asphalt. 
A half bottle of orange soda rolled off the hood and cracked. Durkin looked 
down at me. "Geez," he said as he watched the bottle roll on the asphalt. He wiped 
the inside of his thigh with a towel. "You want some soda?" 
He helped me up with his sticky hands, set the bike up and looked at it. "It 
looks bad," I looked down at it, wiped the debris from a scrape on my arm. 
"I can fix it," he said. He offered his hand, but I didn't take it. He introduced 
himself and then the smile disappeared from his face. "Goddamn, you made a dent." 
"Durkin," I said. "I hear you always wreck stuff. Nobody ever says you fix it 
up again." 
Durkin worked at the restaurant, too. He was a few years ahead, a senior 
then, and he waited tables. He shrugged. "Call me in a week. you'll find out." He 
smiled and showed all his teeth. 
I came home tired from those shifts and the bike rides home from the 
restaurant. But I always said good-night to my father, who was a night owl. 
Sometimes he sat at his desk working on a crossword puzzle, and when one night 
I'd poked my head into his office to say good-night, he called out clues. I held the 
scraped arm behind my back. 
"A young fowl," he called out. He waited for my answer and when I didn't 
know I stood in the doorway with a thesaurus and a dictionary in my arms until I 
found the word. The scrape stung. "Poult," I said. 
"You got quick eyes?" he'd ask. 
I'd nod. 
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"Quick as mine?" 
I smiled then. He knew my eyes were slow, I knew it, too. I couldn't see 
customers so well from across the restaurant. Street signs started to blur more. 
Maybe I'd have seen Durkin's car, too. Details excited my father, that's what he 
loved about the air, and that crispness blurred in my eyes. 
The night he fell from the roof, I woke to my mother's shrill shout through 
the door. I slid my glasses off the dresser, squinted at the clock in the dark. Two 
o'clock. "Your father's done something crazy," she yelled. 
I stood for second in the doorway of their empty room. My parent's 
bedroom was sparsely decorated and the covers on my father's side of the bed were 
turned back in a perfect triangle. Whatever he had started he seemed to have done 
it neatly. Through the window, I saw my mother on the roof, silent, with her hand 
over her mouth as if contemplating some distant storm. I climbed out and stood 
with her: I peered over the edge. Gray chunks of snow in the gutter. And far 
below, my father's pajamas glowed against the snow-patched lawn. Half in the 
azalea bushes, half on the grass his arms spread out wide as wings. Nothing was 
peaceful about the way he had landed, and this made me sure he was alive. 
I climbed back through the window. Dialed 911. I imagined my father 
climbing through the window in the dark. My mother said she never heard him. I 
ran down the stairs and fell to my knees on the lawn beside him. "Pop," I said. 
"What did you do?" 
In a sleepy voice he said, "You see that? 737. See the taillight? It's blinking." 
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I looked up and saw only darkness. The ambulance sirens echoed in the 
empty Foodtown parking lot across the street. A few hours later he died in the 
hospital. 
Two : He'd been an accountant on the North side of Chicago where he and my 
mother had grown up. Before they moved to the suburbs, my father drove out to 
the airfield and rented a Cessna for himself. He wanted to buy a plane. At one 
time, he had the payments figured, my mother said. "Crazy," she'd said. "A good 
Jew, Jewish man, had no business running an airplane." But he'd copied down 
phone numbers and P.O. boxes. I found a lot of the scraps with those addresses 
before we moved. He wrote slowly, with careful slanted letters. 
When I was born, he started to fly again. He'd circle the town a few times, 
find the house, and descend illegally low. Then he'd bank hard so that my mother 
might bring me out to see him, see his arm as he waved, although she told him we 
never did. He was always trying to get us to see things. After a few complaints 
from the neighbors, my mother stopped going outside to watch for him when he 
buzzed the house. "I didn't want to encourage him," my mother told me. "He 
needed a lot of things, but not that." 
It was Uncle Rick, my mother's brother, who came over on the weekends 
after my father died, fixing the plumbing, replacing light bulbs in fixtures I hadn't 
noticed were dark. Rick made the excuse that he was safeguarding the house against 
burglars. But he and my Aunt Marchitte wanted us to move to Robertson where 
they lived, where life was safe, they said. Uncle Rick tapped around the basement 
where there'd been water damage from the leaky roof on the addition. He pulled at 
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the wallboard with the back of a hammer. It was soft and gave easily. A veil of 
yellow dust settled on the concrete floor, and he could not have planned the effect 
any better. A display, especially a messy display, was enough to convince my 
mother of most anything. In this case, Rick wanted her to sell the house. She was 
his sister and he worried about the neighborhood. He worried about the two of us 
"girls" living by ourselves. 
My mother's breath caught in the back of her throat something like a rasp as 
a wet looking worm reared out from the soft wood in Rick's hand. "Infested, too," 
Rick said. "You just can't know these things. I told Abe. How many times did I tell 
him?" Rick put his arm around my mother, the other arm he extended away from 
them. "This kind of thing? Makes me say sell." He dropped the piece in his hand on 
the floor and pressed out the worm with the toe of his hard-soled shoe. Aunt 
Marchitte took me by the wrist and led me upstairs to the kitchen. 
Marchitte wasn't fat, but she was stout and her stance seemed wider and 
more solid when she stood in a kitchen. She popped the hinge, closed the door 
behind us. "Where does your mother keep the herbals?" she asked as she drew 
water from the tap into the tea kettle. "Women never understand men and their 
crises," she went on. We waited for the water to hiss. I took off my glasses. 
Marchitte lifted one of my eyelids, then the other. "You look tired, my dear," she 
said. "Are you tired?" I stayed quiet, but nodded. "All we do, honey," she went on, 
"is pray for a put-together man." She pulled her bra strap from her dress and 
pushed the metal stay further up her shoulder. "Was my father a put-together 
man?" I asked. 
Marchitte waved at the air like she was shooing a fly. The tea kettle hissed 
and Marchitte poured. We drank in silence. 
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Every table in the Bonus Round was covered with dirty dishes. Cloudy 
glasses reeked of warm milk and coffee mugs were stuffed with paper napkins. A 
stack of bus tubs made a column as tall as I was. I cleared the booths by the window 
until Durkin came on shift. I'd seen him around at school since he'd hit me. First 
thing he said to me that night was "They say your dad flipped out." 
I stared at him. "So you can't fix the bike after all. Give it back then." 
"Is that a yes?" 
"It's been three weeks. I need it back," I said. 
"I'm sorry about your old man," Durkin said. 
I swept three water glasses into a bus tub. The ice cubes spilled out. I lpoked 
him straight in the eye. "It's OK," I said. 
, Durkin lowered his eyes then. He took a rag from my hand and walked 
away. A couple times that night I caught him watching me. 
I was always hungry after work. The walk home took me along 32nd street 
from the neon business district, through a grassy dead area where the creek ran 
through, and finally into the residential part of Crestfield. All together, a three mile 
walk. I walked it fast without my bike, but never fast enough. 
That night a car pulled onto the shoulder in front of me in the dark, the 
hazards flipped on and the hom sounded. I dug my fists deeper into my 
windbreaker, braced myself to run. 
Someone called my name. I turned. It was Durkin. "What are you walking 
around like this for? You think it's safe here?" I blinked into the oncoming traffic 
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waiting for a break in the headlights. All I'd seen was his dark taillights before I'd 
hit the door. "Let me give you a ride," he yelled. 
"You going to run me over again?" 
"Don't be like that. I can fix it. I'll give you a ride." 
I waited a second then got inside. "You want a burger?" Durkin grinned. "I'll 
buy." He had teeth like mother-of-pearl, with big spaces between. He touched my 
knee. 
I reached for the door handle. 
"All right," he said. "Stay. I'm hungry. You look hungry, too." 
At White Palace, I chewed my hamburger quickly and my mouth watered 
even when I had finished. I'd been there only once before with my Uncle Rick. My 
father didn't like fast food. It was thoughtless and slapped together, he said. Even 
when we were miles from home, he argued for "slow food" with my mother and 
me. Eating is for savoring at home, he said. Even when I heard his stomach 
grumbling, he read the paper at the table, silent. He had the will to ignore it. 
Stubborn. My mother didn't understand this. She treated him like he was absent-
minded, like if he didn't eat it was because he forgot. He used to sit determined, his 
eyes easily scanning the words on the page. 
In the car, Durkin belched onion. "Stop here," I told him. "I'll walk the rest of 
the way." 
Durkin laughed, kept driving. "You're a tough one." The Foodtown marquee 
was dark. I tried to take in his face. If I saw him in profile, I wanted to recognize 
whatever it was in him that made me feel safe. He was a stranger but he acted like 
my friend. Even as I looked at Durkin I could not describe him. Something long 
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and plain about his nose, eyes with big pupils like a cat in a dark room. He looked 
ordinary but something about him, his smell maybe made him feel like family. 
I opened my door. Beneath us the pavement slid by. 
"Christ," Durkin's foot hit the brakes. I lurched forward. "What's with you?" 
he said. He tried to look mean by crunching his eyebrows together. What he 
looked was scared. He laughed to himself. "Fine," he said. "Then go." 
He pulled away and I started home. At the end of the block, I saw him 
screech to a stop, back up and come up beside me. "I'll tape the handlebars on your 
bike. Make it look nice. It'll be safer." His voice was gentle. "How about that?" 
I kept walking. 
Without my bike, I was late to school. Almost every day I got a detention. 
This didn't bother my friend Debbie who liked to watch the basketball team change 
for practice and run past her while she waited for me on the marble bench in the 
hall. 
On the way home we'd stop by the creek to smoke. We crept down the 
muddy embankment that curved into the dark water. One afternoon, I had a 
cellophane soft pack that someone had left on a table in the restaurant. Kool Lights. 
Debbie wanted me to get Virginia Slims. "You get those and I hear you feel good," 
she said. She pressed her fingers to her lips and sucked in her thin cheeks. 
I held out my hand. "Matches?" 
"I forgot," Debbie said. She was the one who carried the purse. "People leave 
lighters. When I was here the other night they were all purple." She broke off a 
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branch from an oak sapling and poked through the withered paper sacks and beer 
bottles. 
There was a spot under the concrete bridge that ran across the creek where 
the moss and the grass didn't grow. That was where the couples went. I grabbed 
Debbie's arm, pointed under the bridge on the other side of the water. 
"They're fucking," Debbie said. She poked her stick on an orange Trojan 
wrapper. "Think they're using one?" 
I stood close to the water, squinted to see more clearly. The girl's hair was 
dark. The boy thrashed around above her. He laughed an easy laugh and it echoed 
in the dark concrete arch. We sat and watched the dark water and the people across 
the creek, the unlit cigarettes between our lips. After a while the couple got up, the 
girl buttoning her dress. The clouds broke and the sun was warm. Off the 747's 
flying high, the contrails thickened in the sky. When we started home Debbie said, 
"I think Durkin likes me." 
"Who says?" 
"It's an instinct I have," she said. "And he kissed me." She giggled. 
"People kiss all the time. Maybe he's just being social." 
Debbie laughed again. "He's got this taste." 
"Maybe he likes me," I said. 
Debbie stopped then. She looked at my muddy shoes, my wool skirt, thick 
glasses. "I don't think so." 
"Ask him to your party," I said. 
For a second she didn't say anything. She wiped the comers of her mouth 
with her long fingers. "What if I did already?" 
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That night at Debbie's house, the only other person I knew was Durkin. He 
held a pint bottle filled with Gin. The lights flipped on and off. A glass bottle spun 
on the concrete floor. Durkin scooted closer to me. "I didn't mean it. What I said 
about your dad. He flew planes didn't he?" 
I nodded my head in the dark, stared at a big oil stain in the middle of the 
floor. 
"Are you guys Jews?" 
"We're Jewish," I said. "I don't practice much of anything, though." 
Durkin nodded. After we sat close like that for a few minutes he said, "Truth 
of Dare." 
I turned to him. "Truth," I said. In the light his brown eyes looked wet. "I 
want to fly the Grand Canyon." 
He paused. "A big hole in the ground. What the hell for?" 
"The vista," I said. "The mountains are real jagged. I want to see all the details 
at once," I said. "The colors. The water. The lay of the land." 
I felt the heat of him. He leaned back on his elbows. And then he looked at 
me. In the dark, his face was blank with dark spaces for his eyes and mouth. 
"Grand fucking Canyon," he said. "That's the most I ever heard you say and it's 
about a stupid rock." 
He smelled like some kind of sweet aftershave. It was nice. "Go find Debbie. 
I think she wants to talk to you," I told him. 
He leaned close. "You don't?" He slid my glasses down my nose with his 
forefinger. "You got a nice profile." 
The lights had gone on and then off again. He leaned toward me like he 
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meant to whisper something and took my glasses off my face. "You ever French 
kiss?" His voice seemed brave in the dark 
When I opened my eyes the long fluorescent tubes blinked on. I felt my 
glasses press into my back where Durkin's hand was. Debbie stood at the switch 
watching us. I leaned into him then and kissed him. I closed my eyes and put my 
tongue deep as I could into his mouth. He tried to pull away but I held tight to his 
shoulders. "There," I said. I stood up. "There Deb, you're right." The taste of his 
aftershave tingled on my lips. I gently took my glasses from Durkin. "You're right 
about his taste." 
Three : I didn't say anything when Durkin pulled up in front of the Bonus 
Round. He shifted the car out of gear and I knew he was waiting for me to get out. 
I stayed put, hiked my foot on the dash. His arm lay across the back of the seat. 
With me now he was cool. He scrunched his eyes a lot. Nodded silently when I told 
him things. But he always looked over my head a couple inches when we were face 
to face. We'd gone to see a couple movies. Car chases and other films like that. The 
time we sat in the back row he'd held my hand like he was trying to keep me from 
getting up. He tried to kiss me then. I wouldn't. "You got a tongue?" he'd 
whispered in the dark "Can't I see that tongue again?" 
It had been months since I'd taken a flying lesson. I felt sick to my stomach 
the way I had on my first lesson. In the car with Durkin, waiting to tell him where I 
really wanted to go, I felt unsure. I had the money in my pocket. And then he said, 
"You don't have to work" We watched the dinner waitresses lope into the 
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restaurant, their aprons tight in their fists, heads down. "You never were on the 
schedule for today," he said. "I checked." 
"I need a ride." 
He put the car back into gear. I gave him directions to Skip's airfield and we 
didn't talk the whole way there. We pulled up the gravel drive. "I go in alone," I 
told him. "You wait?" I reached for the handle to get out when he accelerated hard 
in reverse, pushing me forward in the seat. I braced my hand against the 
dashboard. "Let's get one thing straight," he said. "I'm no fucking chauffeur." He 
motioned for me to get out and I did. 
His tires kicked up gravel as he fishtailed into the street. 
Outside the office, the grass was long and I didn't see Skip's car anywhere. 
Three men turned their faces to me when I opened the door. One wore a cowboy 
hat. "You hear of knocking, sweetheart?" that one said. 
"I never knocked before," I said. 
"Before when? I never seen you." He grinned. 
"Skip here?" I asked. 
"Skip?" another said. "He's gone." 
I set my logbook on the counter. "I want to take a lesson." I reached into my 
pocket for the cash I'd brought. Three months of tips from work and I'd cashed in 
the money my father kept in a peanut jar for his poker games. 
"This is a business. Not some schoolhouse. You got a banner you want us to 
fly? That's the business we're in." 
I watched him. "Where did Skip go?" 
"Tulsa, I think," said the one with the cowboy hat. He lifted a bottle to his lips 
and sipped, swirling the soda in his mouth. 
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The other nodded. "He left in a hurry. Money trouble." 
I closed the door behind me. "You see her Coke bottle lenses?" said one of 
the men. They laughed. 
The billboard at the entrance to the airfield said "Chernin Brothers Banners." 
It was clear enough up close. I looked back at it a couple times. I hadn't walked too 
far before all the letters were blurred. 
I stood in the utility room hanging my white work shirts on thin dry cleaner 
hangers. My new glasses, the third prescription I'd had in six months, made me 
overshoot everything I was doing and so the task seemed to take much longer than 
it would have before. 
My father's shirts still hung on the line. The one he'd brought back from an 
anniversary vacation in Mexico, and the shirt that had the old biplane outlined on 
the back and Skip's logo on the front. That was the one I reached for. 
The furnace light ignited and the hiss of heat filled the room. Since my father 
had died, my mother kept it warm in the house. She'd always liked it that way. I 
unbuttoned the shirt and put in on over my tee shirt. I rolled the sleeves up and 
went up the stairs. 
"There she is," said Marchitte. She was holding a length of my mother's 
mousy hair between her fingers. She rolled it into a roller. "She's a peach. Am I 
right, Lydia? A little of you with the paleness, more of Abe in the bones." 
"You still fly?" Uncle Rick asked as he brought the mug closer to his face. It 
had a Concorde on it. 
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"What does that mean?" Marchitte said. She pushed a bobby pin into the 
roller. 
"Airplanes. Does she fly airplanes?" he asked. 
My mother sank under the weight of her helmet of metal coils. "She doesn't 
take lessons, anymore," said my mother. That was the first time she spoke for me. 
"She's through with all that." 
"I'm not," I said. 
Marchitte looked at me. She dabbed the puddle of coffee where it spilled 
from her mug. 
My mother glared at me. "What are you wearing?" 
I shrugged, slid the basket of laundry along the floor. 
"There's meatloaf in the oven. Vegetable soup. And tater tots," said my 
mother. 
"She takes more and more after her father," said Marchitte quietly. 
"Stubborn, sulky." 
"Stubborn nothing," said my mother. "This is crazy talk. It was crazy for him 
to take her there to begin with." 
I leaned across the table and said in a low voice. "I got the guts, Mama." 
"What does a girl need guts for," said Rick. "What you need is a good 
education. Then a job. You can be a schoolteacher." 
"I got instinct for flying. Papa said that." I looked at my mother. 
"Papa," my mother said. She grunted. "And did Papa have your eyes? Your 
bad eyes?" She touched her fingers to her own lenses. "Flying lessons are for people 
who can see. You're no good at it." She pointed at Uncle Rick. "Get the tater tots. I 
smell them now." She felt the curlers on her head. "No good." 
61 
Rick stared into his coffee. I leaned close to the table to catch her eye. 
"You're just a blind old widow," I told her. "That's all you are." 
Marchitte kept wiping at the table even though the coffee was gone. My 
mother looked at my aunt. "Stop already, Marchitte," said my mother. Her voice 
was tired and she did not look at me. 
I went upstairs, opened my window wide and climbed out onto the roof. The 
wind that afternoon had taken with it the low ceiling of clouds that had covered the 
area for days. The night was clear and the full moon was something I could see 
from the roof. I scanned the dark sky for the lights of a plane. 
I crept back through the window into my room. My mother's footsteps 
creaked into the hall. "I heard something on the roof," she said through the door. "I 
know you weren't out on the roof. Did you hear something?" 
I didn't answer. A jet engine droned high above the house as I slid my 
window closed. Only the overseas flights, the ones that flew people to places I 
always thought I'd see, took off from O'Hare so high, so late at night. 
I met Durkin at the Forest Preserve by Mansord creek the next day. I sat on 
a picnic table, tilted my head back. It made me dizzy, all that sky. I couldn't stop 
looking at it, waiting for something. Without my new glasses the sky was blue like 
being under water. The tips of the trees blurred a little. With them the edges of the 
clouds, the glint of a wing sharpened. Then I hoped the new prescription might be 
the last. 
I didn't see Durkin, but I heard something moving in the bushes. I slid down 
to the mossy bank. Something heavy hit the water. Rocks. A rock landed plunk in 
front of me. Crouched at the edge of the water with a pile of rocks, Durkin pushed 
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his tongue between his teeth aiming. When he saw me he stood and brushed his 
hands against his jeans. "I was hunting." He kicked the rocks into the water. A 
female mallard squawked at him. "Shut up," he said. The duck moved on. The 
three ducklings followed behind her leaving small triangular wakes. I stood at the 
edge of the water and watched them. 
When I climbed up to the parking lot, I saw Durkin slam his door and quickly 
go to the trunk. He laid my bicycle frame on the dark asphalt and fished in the 
trunk for the wheels. 
"You painted it," I said. The bike glittered blue against the asphalt. 
"You like it?" He straddled the front tire. "Spin it," he said. The spokes 
ignited in the sun. "Got to make sure they're true," he said. He did the other one 
and toed down the kickstand. For a second, he looked right at me. He leaned close 
to me and held his face inches from mine. I closed my eyes when I felt his lips. 
Durkin's lips were wet and his tongue flicked against my bottom lip, and into my 
mouth. I did not move. I did not kiss back. When he pulled away our lips stuck a 
little. He seemed out of breath. "I like you," he said. He looked me straight in the 
eye. "What do you think of that?" He mounted my bike and rode it around the lot. 
"See, it works?" 
I laughed. I watched him wheel my bike around, his hands gripped the white 
taped handlebars, his knees jutted up in angles as he rode the small frame. I closed 
my eyes and laughed and when I opened them Durkin was stopped in front of me 
again. His eyes looked above me and he squinted. He grabbed me around the 
waist. I let him hold me close, I leaned against him a little, and then I pulled away, 
laughing. 
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"You laughing at me, Laureen?" 
I wanted to fly. I could have done it by then. I could have looked out in front 
of me. There wasn't so much to see in the sky. It was what you felt that got you 
through. I thought I understood, then, about instinct. "You like me that way, 
Durkin." I laughed again. "What do you expect?" I asked him. "You're funny." 
He shrugged. "Here's your bike." He got off it then. He pushed it out into 
the lot where it rolled for a few feet and then clattered to the ground. Then he 
walked out and picked it up, wheeled it back to me. Durkin stood in front of me for 
a few seconds, his arms crossed over his chest. I opened my mouth, but couldn't 
think what to say. A few minutes later, I heard him squeal into the street. 
My legs felt like putty in the pedals as I rode home. Twice the cuff of my 
jeans caught the chain. I got jarred as I rode over a bunch of potholes. They kept 
coming and I couldn't steer fast enough around them. I nearly rattled my glasses 
right off my face. I looked behind me, veered into the street. A car blared its hom 
but I didn't stop. Finally, I wheeled my bike off the street and walked it the rest of 
the way home on the sidewalk, seeing nothing. 
After my father died I never flew again. A few years later my eyes had 
deteriorated so far that the ophthalmologist told me I am almost legally blind. I 
have to wear special glasses. They're heavy and I need thick nose pads to keep 
them up. 
I still feel flight in me, those hours. I know what the air is like. Altitude is 
another sensation, one you can imitate in a car that is fast enough so that at the top 
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of an incline part of you leaves the ground. Durkin could drive that way. I felt it in 
the inner ear and in the gut before the eyes. 
But leaving the ground completely, flight in a Cessna, 2700 feet, allowed me 
to look down and recognize Crestfield all at once, where its borders bled into 
Robertson, the next suburb east, and beyond that, where the eyes moved across the 
sprawl of the suburbs all going east, pushing on into their one natural border--
Lake Michigan. And then back. Those same eyes. Back to Crestfield, and my father 
on the hood of the Impala, my father on the edge of the roof watching the red 
taillight off a 737 push through the clouds in the dark. 
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Serving the Divorce: Captives in Pompeii 
The sky is as green as virgin olive oil 
in the sliver of the woman's blanched face. 
Inside the Pompeii Cafe the light is oilier still 
from the chartreuse lens of her third Martini. 
From the man's impatient fingers shoots 
an eruption of credit cards. He is the guilty 
man with money sworling from his hands 
like a cure. One plastic card tucked away 
to pay for lunch. 
She goads the perfect sky for more weather. 
A molten storm. A crisp mind of sudden ash 
to encase them there at the table. Still 
her shell like a chained dog of Pompeii. 
Their empire sacrificed to a Vesuvius that 
leaves them captive on Italian carpets 
the size of cocktail napkins. She folds her hands. 
He picks at his hangnail. She wipes the tablecloth 
cups one palm under the edge to catch the scraps. 
At last, plates are cleared. The tip figured. 
Joint credit cards that hooked about them 
like sense are gone. Loss, they warned, 
could do this: sanctify ruin, make a palimpsest 
of vows and promises. The child between them 
had faulty sockets. Sullen armed and lonely 
with a gaping mouth. 
Ash in the mouth 
a new igneous skin. 
The woman carries 
herself into the street. 
Ducks between the rods 
of sunlight. Her eyes, 
her bitter lemon drop 
eyes sticky and unblinking. 
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Dreaming the Train Again 
My aunt, in my mind, wears a thick black bathing suit. Wide 
straps at the shoulder. Extra fabric sags around her thinned 
hips. My uncle beside her carries the child. 
In my dream I stand in their place. The flat monochrome 
view takes shape as we slow to the camp. An angel 
drops her newspaper and looks out. She opens her mouth. 
One of our group acts the comedian. "On your right you'll 
notice the big clock. On your left, the factory." 
The angel sings a piercing aria. 
German overcomes us, the intercom, everything is vehement. 
Their hard voices set loose red particles, visible atoms to 
the air before us. We hurry 
toward the fetid straw inside a steel case. The hinges 
shriek as they drop the top down over me. We trade our 
lives for translation. German poems. An old man stumbles 
over one word pronounced dee, spelled die. It hangs in 
our books, a silver Torah pointer lingers on the word. 
Somewhere the shrill voice of the angel sings this 
with us: 'die' 'die' 'die.' It shakes the building. 
Where we are is a type of prison, I hear myself murmur. 
Jangling keys -- jagged as truths -- in my palm. 
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Heirlooms 
In 1959 shock therapy and straigh~ackets 
weren't yet cliches. My grandmother 
had breakdowns the way 
some people have cravings. 
I. 
Mother was thirteen when 
she walked into 
the kitchen steeped 
in the insidious odor 
of gas gone too long without 
its counterpart - flame. 
I imagine grandmother 
slumped over the oven-door 
like some partially eaten 
sacrifice. Mother clawed 
at her own clothes. 
As if the sight 
was stuck to her outsides 
--to something she 
could remove. 
n. 
With a red-tipped match 
that low head of flame hovers. 
Pulses as it breathes 
our shared oxygen 
and then ignites 
with a blast that worries 
stacked glasses 
inside cabinets. 
My grandmother loves 
amber. She wears a strand 
around her neck. One 
pellet has the body 
of a small ant 
trapped whole inside. 
Treasure from Pompei, 
tiny paperweight. 
m. 
Someone in the building has 
called the authorities 
because of me. Down the hall 
Our-Saviour-of-the-Gas-and-Electric 
wand in his hand 
like a geiger counter shrieking 
its discovery to my neighbors. 
"Mike" opened all my windows. 
This man just starting his 
graveyard shift 
wanted to know what I 
was doing with 
the oven so high, 
so late at night. 
Seasoning a pan, I explain. 
You didn't smell it? he said. 
Didn't you realize 
the pilot was out? 
IV. 
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Between the sound of a stove lighting and 
a telephone off the hook, Grandmother 
now knits afghans. She likes the squares, 
how she can feed one to the next, 
like hunks of meat to a tiger. 
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The Aqua Meridian 
The carpet in his condiminium clung to the imprint 
of his habitual food. The book shelves to the chair 
by the window and back. The carpet held my Opa's 
footsteps like a memory. 
The week before he wore new shoes at Thanksgiving. 
Then, among the late and barren November trees, 
the aqua meridian. The bus accelerating into night. 
At another good meal with strangers in Lansing, 
he'd been schmoozing with the pretty tour guides. 
The Munsen Mystery Tour got to the motel late 
and he went to sleep. 
I signed the paper the mailman held out for me. 
No larger than a shoe box. Rosenthal Crematorium 
on the return address insinuated a flash of images. Sallow 
striped slivers rising in me as I held him physical in my hands. 
Alone in his condominium I looked through his things 
like a thief. In one photo he is hiking with Oma. Her eyes 
delicate, still elegant, still in her element in his preservation 
of chronology. Albums of old Berlin. Brandenburg with 
opaque chimneys of sunlight shining through. 
Come back to the table. Sit with us if surreptitiously. 
Back to Friday evenings: the Entemann's raspberry ring, the plated 
dessert forks, the Sanka in gilded China cups. Vases, yellowed 
books, hair oil, lebkuchen. The Menorah. 
Pass on the mystery telephone call. The mile markers to keep 
us wondering. This night of apparitions. I see him still 
in all the difficult scenes worth saving. 
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Vogelfreund 
Before the call it had been an unremarkable sticky summer. Tante Sadie 
spoke to me as if from a great distance, she was capable of this just by the way she 
used her voice, like always in the background she was doing something else, 
shredding carrots for a salad, rolling out noodles. "Tana," she said, "Tanale, I've got 
for you baddish news." 
Tante Sadie calls often with shreklech news. She has adopted a Skokie accent 
which most people say is "Jewish." This despite that she is the shikse-the English 
war bride of my father's brother. Some in my family said she took the accent as an 
overcompensation. "Sadie the imposter" my mother used to call her on the way 
home from Sadie's Seders. 
Now Sadie's voice quieted. "It's your father," she said. "Just this morning I 
went over to bring him a little bread," she paused here. I imagine she pressed her 
lips together. "Zucchini bread. But he had already passed on," she said. 
"Yes," I said. "I understand." 
"A little mourning, Tanale. We can do this, eh? It was peaceful as far as I can 
tell." 
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I hung up the telephone. Peaceful. The pigeons roosting across the street 
darted and ducked between the spikes that were meant to keep them away. When 
a produce truck rattled down the street, they all took flight cutting the sky with their 
jagged triangular wings. I was not a model daughter. How many times I had 
wished, even longed, to hear news of my father's death, I can't count. He was blood 
I thought, and that was the extent of it. 
I didn't go in to work at Jacobsen's until the afternoon, and I savored the rest 
of that late morning for what it had been - stolen time not mourning. 
The first man came to my apartment after dinner. His face had a bluish tinge 
as if he had sat under fluorescent lights for too long. A friend of my father's, he 
said. He pushed a greasy bag toward me. Inside was a jar of herring and three 
shiny bagels from Kaufmann's. He said: "I've waited a long time to see you again." 
The furrows of his cheeks deepened when he smiled. 
"Have I met you before?" I asked. I cannot recognize my father from photo· 
to photo. To remember his friends, or that he had friends, was beyond me. 
"No," he said. "But your father spoke much about you. I am to give you 
this," he said. The man pulled a wooden pipe from his pocket. He held it delicately 
in his palm as if it were a foundling. His hand shook. 
The front door chimes rang as he left. In the middle of my living room his 
smell of damp cardboard and menthol salve lingered. I brought the pipe to my 
nose, sniffed the bowl. 
Upon their deaths, my parents arranged for immediate cremation and 
requested no ceremony. They didn't see themselves as eligible for most things. Not 
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for religion, or to be the hosts of parties, not for family vacations, or what they 
called when I was a child "family time." When my teachers asked what we did for 
summer vacations, I was hard-pressed for an answer. My father sat in the window 
with his rack of pipes and a pile of twisted pipe cleaners. I remember the days 
passing in our house that smelled of his tobacco and my mother's endless vinegary 
cleaning. We hadn't filled those days. They just ended. The sun set as if to spite us. 
The bowl of his pipe smelled of old pennies, stale metal, like he'd quit 
smoking it a long time ago. I set in on the mantel and watched it. The room turned 
copper and then darkened, the pipe didn't move. The next day it was still there. 
Though the area where I live is mostly residential, the street in front of my 
apartment is busy. A few small businesses, a shoe repair and a Greek bakery, dot 
the block with their fluorescent signs. They do swift business. I hear their door 
chimes clang when my windows are open. 
The second man who came to see me had the red-cheeked face of a grocer, a 
man acquainted with moist produce though it turned out he was an autowrecker. 
He wore stained overalls, dark dried circles around his crotch. This man, Vitale, 
owned a wrecking yard on the South Side of the city. I had seen his low-budget 
commercials late at night on television. 
Between phlegmy coughs and wheezy silences, Vitale snuck puffs off a 
Primatene inhaler. The asthma reddened his face. 
73 
"Your pop was a standup guy," he said. "Too bad. A guy like that. He just 
dropped, I heard." 
"How long did you know him?" I asked. 
"Dragged his first car away. A beauty gold Skylark. " My father had bad luck 
with cars, too. He was blind at night. He drove too fast and looked around too 
little. He had gone though as many cars as most people go through shoes. "He said 
to give you this." 
Vitale pulled a painted egg from a box. My father, they say, had bought it on 
the day his Tochter was born. birth. Each year on my birthday he took it out and 
showed it to me. I remembered the feel of it in my hand and what my father had 
done when I wanted to take it from the house many years later. The raised places 
where the paint thickened in dots and stripes were like scabs. 
"Quite a little piece," Vitale said. 
"A relic," I said. 
"Nice your poppa saved it," he said. He coughed into the handkerchief and 
looked out the window. 
"My pop was a bastard no matter if he saved things for me." I looked at the 
paint swirls that fashioned the egg into a tiny sun. 
Vitale shrugged. It was probably not the first time he'd heard his friends 
called bastards. I held it up to the light. When he left, I put in in the bowl of the pipe 
on the mantel. 
The third man came the following week and I expected him. My father's 
lucky number was three. This man came into the living room smelling of cedar. He 
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built coffins at Rizzi brothers, Sol was his name. In the old days, he explained as he 
slurped the instant coffee I'd given him, the streetcar came from Chicago to Hillside 
to bury the dead. "Hillside was the only kind name for a town filled with dead," he 
said. 
His hands were misshapen and deeply calloused. The ridges in his forefinger 
swirled into fissures like an embossed diagram of the brain. After a pause, he said 
what he had for me was outside. "You'll come down with me?" 
We walked in silence down the three flights of stairs to the street. Where the 
second man made a billboard of his breathing, this man was thin and buoyant. His 
breathing was inaudible. 
Sol swung open the back door of a deep green van. Inside there were strung 
together orange extension cords, rusty screwdrivers, and a cluster of shovels 
leaning together crusted with clods. From the van, he pulled out a small cardboard 
box with perforations at either side. Then he went around to the front seat and 
produced a clanging brass cage as high as my knee. "Your father called your 
landlord before he died," the man said. 
"He knew where I was?" I asked. 
The man slammed the doors to the van. He handed me the small box and 
placed the cage at my feet. "Mamie," he said. "That's his name. A Conure. Read 
up." He left me on the sidewalk without once turning back. 
I could have left it all in the street. 
On my way up the stairwell, the cage hit the walls, the thin bars shuddered, 
and several people opened their doors. They just looked. We weren't the speaking 
kind in that building. I looked each of them in the eye. The thing in the box 
seemed to be fluttering slightly. I had that same feeling in the fourth grade when 
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my mother brought home a dozen eggs from the market, and I swore I could hear 
one pecking as we walked back. I kept it under a lamp for a week. When I finally 
cracked it there was nothing but a blood spot in the middle of a phlegmy pool like 
the gobs that got heaved onto the sidewalks. 
When I got upstairs I put the box on my kitchen table. Carefully, I opened 
the box. I heard a small squeak and then I saw a brilliant green head. It lowered its 
head the way a tall man goes through a short doorway. It squawked a deeper 
sound then. He turned his head to look at me. Walked to the edge the table and 
looked again. The orange feathers embedded between the green ones made him 
look painted. His body looked like a mango in the process of ripening. Green head, 
crimson wings, and a popsicle orange tail. When he fluttered and puffed out he 
showed a pale yellow underbelly as well. 
He made creaking noises while I explored the cage. Two taped bags of seed, 
and two feeding cups. There was a liter water bottle with a distilled label on it. A 
small bottle with a medicine dropper, and a long set of directions in my father's 
crooked handwriting. 
At first I didn't set up the cage. I left him free in the apartment. I cracked a 
few windows just enough so that if he'd gone I'd call it an accident. Then I stepped 
in too many bits of green guano that got runnier the more I left him alone. 
When I got home from work, I opened the cage door and clipped his seed 
and water cups to the inside. He sat on his perch turning seeds around in his beak, 
watching me. I took out a sheet to cover the cage. At night I heard him making 
noises, creaking noises. 
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The creaking noises became longer and louder the next morning when I 
stood in the kitchen cooking breakfast. Outside a car hom blared. In the hallway 
doors slammed and the smell of cigarettes came under my door. Marnie kept up his 
creaking. The first sound I recognized from Mamie was my father's heavy-shoed 
steps across a wooden floor. "Pretty bird," I said to him. "Mamie's a pretty bird." 
Creaking. 
That night when the apartment was quiet, he made the sound of change, 
coins jingling in a pocket - one of my father's nervous habits. 
He warbled and whistled when I ran the vacuum cleaner. And then one 
afternoon, he laughed my father's deep and mocking laugh. He could make more 
genial noises, the WBBM chime. He had potential, but he also was in the habit of 
memory. Early in the morning when it was just light, Mamie said my name ten 
times in a row. I heard him from my bedroom. "Tana, Tana," and on. 
After the coffin maker dropped Mamie off there was no more visits. 
Sadie kept my father's remains in a box. "Did I want to come over and 
spread his ashes in the garden?" she'd asked. There's no one left in our family to 
deliver news about, so she tells me about her neighbor's colostomy, her sister's 
diabetes. But did I want to plant roses in my father's memory? 
His memory. The last time I saw my father, I was seventeen years old, and 
he had beaten me the worst and final time. The morning after, and for days beyond 
that, I could read the brand of cleat that he nailed into his heels, Urgill Bros. The 
lima-bean shape showed on my shoulder, my ribs, my thighs. Sometimes when I'm 
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sleeping, or early in the morning, I hear Mamie make the sound of my father's 
walk, stopping and interrupting himself as if he's trying to really get it right. 
Maybe he's forgetting. His laughter sometimes fills the cooling corners of 
my apartment and makes me shudder. I've long since given up in believing in 
fanciful things like curses. I believe in what I can see and touch and train in Mamie. 
Each morning I make my way through traffic to Jacobsen's now. I'm 
working some overtime to pay for a remodeling job. I keep Mamie in the spare 
bedroom. I give him the whole room. I want toys from the ceiling. Braided ropes 
and plastic balls with bells inside. I want him to learn. I'll get him a big mirror. A 
screen for the window. I already bought a television for his room. I leave it on for 
him all day, and loud. 
